Them oft Lamentable Tragedie 

Poore Bap/tuus here lies murthered. 

Tamora. Then all too late I bring this fatal! writ,' 
The complot of this timelefl’e T ragedic. 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold , 

In picaring I'mtles iuch murderous tyrranic. 

She giueth Saturnine a letter. 

Satumims reads the letter. 

zAndifivee miffe to mcete him handfomelie^ 

Sweet huntfmatjy Baffianus tis we weave, 

Voethott fo much as dig thegraue for him, 

7 hotiknotyfi our meaning loo^e for tby reward, 
xzSlmong the Net tic sat the Elder tree , 

Which oner fhades the mouth of that fame pit , 

Where we decreedtoburte BalTianus, 

2 'toe this and pure baje vs thy lajltng friends. 

King, Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like. 

This ts the pit, -and this the Elder tree, 

Lookc Sirs if you can fi^de the huntfman out. 

That ihouldhauc mmthcxs&Tajftanus here, 
u4rw. My gratious Lord hereis the bag ofgold* 
King ¥ Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kindc, 
Hauehere bereft my brother cf hislife: 

Sirs drag them from the pit vntothe prifon, 

T here let them bide vntillwe haue deuifd. 

Some neuerhard of tortering paine for them* 

Tam, What are they in tins pit, Oh wondrous thin <*! 
How cafilyjnurdcr is difeouered. 

T itus> High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

J beg this boone,with teares not lightly filed. 

That th is fell fault ofmy accurfcd formes, 

Accurfcd , ifthe faults be proud in them. 

King. Ifit be proude,j r ou fee it is apparent. 


of Titus AndronicuSo 

\Vho found this letter,Td»7iSM was it you? 

‘Xamora. At dronicus binifelfc did t akc it vp, 

Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 
par by my Fathers reuerent toombe I vowe, 
yhey lhall be ready at yourhighnes will, 

To anfwcre their fufpition with their Hues. 

ring. Thou flialtnotbaile them, fee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body, font e the raurtherers. 
Let them notfpeakeavvord theguiltis plaine, 

For by my loule,were there worfe end than death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed. 

T amor# . e/Sndronicus I will intreat the King, 
care not thy fonnes,they fhalldoe well enough* 

Titus. Come Luciuseome, flay not to talke with them* 

Enter theEmfreffe fennel with Lmmui , her hmdes 
cut op, and her tongue cut out, & rauifht , 



Dense. So now gotell andifthy tongue can fpcake. 
Who t was that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi . Writcdowncthy minde bewray thy nr caning fo, 
JrA'tf thy ftumpes will let thee play the feribe. 

Dense. See how with figne s and tokens £hc can fcrowlci 
Chi. Goe home, call for fweet water walh thy hands. 
Det wet. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli* 
And io lets leaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chi. Andtweremy caufe.Ifhould goehangmyfelfc. 

Dwet, If thou hadft hands to helpe thee knit the corde* 
Exeunt, 




